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Heave 




from Do Heave 


D 0 HEAVE 


stor e 
a 


be 


ha ve 


g a 


Now 


less 

my 

new 


lot 


AW E , 

DEVIL , etc. 

oops no wept over e ntry 
a s tation f lo u ts, less 
lice 

in stant o men, if 

age t all ti es. 

liar ion, 
to mean o." 


cult 


reed 
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cit es 


si ster a 


son us 


jung 


me 


know , 
fight 
s ign rant 

th irstday f ir ming." 


t e ar way 
s erious a t 
quit 


ut 


it 

lash 


Listen, 

his her s it. You 
understand? 

Pure fucking 
candy melt in you 
and. 


I S ANG 

und oten ro 

notes 

t ide talk 

I . 

taw ker. 


ou t i 

s ingtosnow 
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I go and bet 
gain it. now? 

The s not , thing 
it o Id, 


ne W y 

ou I do or 


be 


lo ng 

(P us ) 

I go to ve to you. 


led 

in a loa f 

hick s. 


out a lo of talk, 
mean? I 

begin to understand 


clean. 


It's 


GA G swa g s ound 
0 of hem ha iled teet 
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s uck 


s in 


ween 


ow 


pear 


m e 

m ake. m e 

body mad. thing 
person , 

mad 

mist . pens n 
e st off lies. 

I pa y every 
a ch e. 


List , if I 

t is? 


o k 


ho t 

ink bout 


el 


be ready id 
May 


count 


ou t not ingto r 

out. 
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Cut out 


now. 

lo o trouble. 

able to body all 

piss 

check swatch. 


put his hand round. 

work one, 

sob with pain. 


be 


lack walk be 


a vacant lot 


o k hat 
do wit end? 


ha oat. 

We the us 


ars e ha 

t e us , 
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I ve 


me I ays, I d al 

t e r , 


le 


go 

arts 

i 


m ush. 


hoot 

own. 

ir 

k. 

sing 

a ter 

ring eel. 
s 

t ing po sho s 


bo tt ie. 


(wee ing) 

I ve s uch. 

Do die. 
s ick 

p us a nd 
k off ing. 
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Word-work (or how we family) 


Be a gallow hove less low to gallop from 
no wept over entry this one wept under, syn¬ 
chronised & time-tandemed, three-wheelin' 
like a young Bob Dylan instant omen rinsed & 
semen covered under, socked conceded germ¬ 
inating cites me insightfully quit 

sign rant loose signature moves on 

unsuspecting bystander, inscribing Liz Lemon 
in the air around his thickening confusion. Hold. 

Melt in you tell tones crepuscular to do one 
I sing to snow but not to go, let, blood, 
water, only trying to dot her eyes not blind 
the snot thing not nothing but not yet set 
yet to find its mountain bear-tribe, printing 
paws in fallen water / go to veto you So you 
've to Jansson up these fungal infra-pontine 
digs fit for fringe pontifical Fraggle rock hicks 
aloof talk rag on the gaggle accordingly. Stall. 

Swag sound sloppily dandiacal in a winter wood- 
cut if a wood-cut could Chuck Norris body mad 
made for daubing woad & cyanotic lunging 
(blue tribes not always smurflings, Shtroumpfle- 
Stiltskin) stamp your tiny feet inside mad mist 
by a mile and cents ink bout time we got 
out noting to rout with the side left sunny dispen¬ 
sing snow hymns, harmonically complex if verbally dim 
cut out now don't loop the outro check swatch Cut. 
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A vacant lot be lack can't bolt a known vole down 
where fear or frost have posed him though he knows 
less now hate us peeping in our tiny 

white voices mush lego arts prise apart the colour 
blocks the sun, the stars, the year's last supermoon, 
supercool I was on those mushed hills once 
samsinging hoot own trill at how town 
takes us on and lets us flutter/ could live utter 
flight risks adrift the city/stretches out Hold. 

Hive wit Wittgenstein would tweet it rex 
a change no son lost to soylent yet but time 

wrecks sin he glow o too, too bright one we will 

be overdone/come do not emit lace those 

filaments we meant for shoe or hem ends desire 
gentleness net single-use nettle balm wipes 
weep through look fallen dimes/ tout raving now 
own the clean sweep on the street stint artless 
our hearts lunge in synch stentlessly fall tender. Stall. 

Whey live curdles up it for the next shot 

crawling to corner collect me dry clothes 

elect to send this interloper over lack a white pot 

but not the gunk to fill it up pi rot gut CIA 

but under airway negatively distinguished stairwell 

bridging star as well as heat-falling how ill send rain 

to chill our humming bones acing rough heat count 

throwing off unnumbered firestorms//7ce suns body does 

I still am. then, if round. rough fiery foundling. Cut 
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I lice our hair slight it feels eggless to fingers 

flinging curls willy-nilly very night wiry dark 

a dew that means? clothing leaves & blades in 

water breathed out stout loot look up now 

we solve dots cup meant things in our palms 

scrunch bubble-nits and pop them tic figure 

far from home looks to us to place him which I cannot 

a gut-knot pulls tight so much homework nest work tough 

not to triple lock the tight-wound / ache, in oiling hum. Hold 

Help this feed free feeling, getting into everything dust 
of (use) sue city where we all have always been dizzy 

own the tack if we can even find our own track back from 
the edge of town's matt darkness Nothing/ emanated 
full right is this all we have left? Man tees zest or lie 

westerly breezes impede his swing do not foot men head for 

better ole insole mio one kind cornetto not enough to net us 
hearts & bones rounding wat up to some domed sanctuary 

take measurement not peak/ got ate not meant to take. Stall 

ants work it's what they do and are no ice 

like a body you versed/before? skin sloughed off 

he nods/dial any letter for murder numberless others 
motherless Brooklyn ween run/running chocolate or 
cheese pus up here this all suppurating hums microbially 
bra sent to lift us overflows there is no need no, so ugh 
transdermal celebrations recalibrate barking here? Here? 
a shin-skinning shimmy into the canopy bide dotage dot aged 
bids 

cross tea with palms and silver serenity in tones he nods. 
Cut 
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from Do Heave 


crew set work. 


ping 


turn out, 

planning 


bound heaves 

loud chaff rises 
old red bulb. 


ruffled cuffs, 

hit mock 


sign ring. Wh e t 

keep chaff off. 


and rust 

time time 
hick by the cook 


cut the hand ; s 
body talk . 
raise a chant. 


luck 


ours. 


He keeps 


body dull enough to 
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point ride. 


Light shiver cloud 

Should miss 
must 

trouble 


so beautiful 

cede d. 


( prised) 


stands on the horizon waving a white flag 
blowing a horn. 


fall out in silence. They shuffle 

keeping their feet close to the ground 
spiked by the stubble. 


the hands 


, serve from planks 
The hands cuff and push 
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they wash up. The water, 

makes them gasp. 


crack. 


makes a 


pull them apart, 
storms away, flicking 


swollen and cracked 


anxiously. 


What 

can I do if you don't 

listen? 

ashamed 

nothing to shield her 


You can't keep on like 
this. 
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She flexes her 
fingers. They seem lame. 


Somebody 

(pause) 

I'm just dragging 
you down. 

(pause) 
you should go 

back 


I make, 
hand. 


what 
out of 


if she ever did 


She 

begins to cry. He takes 
her in his 

Things won't 
always be this way. I 
promise. 
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Nothing moving but the 
clock! 


shoots him the 

finger. 


utterly 


granted. 

(DISSOLVES) 

through the afternoon. The pace is 
stern and incessant. 


A series of dissolves 
many days passing. 

gophers, rabbits and foxes-dart 


--snakes and 


the reapers make their rounds, 
they will be 
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killed with rakes and flails. 

like velvet. the sun drops 

workers move off. 


speechless. 


(pause) 
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Only Elvish Press 


heron nods Saul dried out after fall 
kicks on REM king stake slays past 
sun-up, they'll never gather us up ass kid, go\ 

Defend the tracks and prints age extreme, lit 
eral minded, agon roll cross within an inch of their 

time out of go pee own tan see rain gap years 

from the end of the sea rain don't go back to 

ride around coding blend with the background. Croak 

pea cuss out this twist left us pitted lie hips 

mat Shakira notwithstanding signing ant art 
thou in heaven yet, despite slight sinnage? Wit 
pick fen or fennel lightly aniseeded supper 

conceded best plan scuppered spurs unear 
there is a stirrup there unheeding, imp silt 
hammer anvil bone son untone rift overt 
turnover free to roam though ill like bots. Kill 

vine picked a fine time, loose eels seal an oist 
setting out to hoist clear past the trick bits even ace ha? 

war rig like a pig primed to leach suet but refusing to give in and ooze 
ow harm we meant no. But we meat some all hair cream 
all hail air hilaric ream roughly dizzy a trough of fizz miserable 

once 

bubbles pop daze of wee smaller and more pungent even then 
that sounds toxic, loo deeply into that night we spoiled you all 
hat nigh, allow in thrall to handing on in blood-form mix heir. Croak 
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a complice missing a c can't see ex now 
writes out of letterlessness is more on hell way 

met by ends emitted gaps & glitches ink like men 
sinking under skin very dom loving torn asunder 

standing little now but lingering in come any qualities a soul 
loose but trying to retie itself a fall awful steep but not all 
unrighted paperback per view I stretch reach out 
capacities for tenderness that days may be plied. Kill 

found in the dark like a toe stub pit a nub hey wait for the living 
falling out of sight like a dew urn they lept a wedge scrunched 
butterfly hunt 

hake heads pickled in moonshine/sickly piscine a sound leper jangling 
stubbed fingers left bang to rights they have own proper hard tin 
sound 

Django poured out of their strum tingling at the end grasshop 
ping 

off cold metal not het-up 80s poodle trough hair rare metallurgy 
rare lurgy, met with heaves cough hawk lose sense 

to doubletalk 

a ray/ assorted odd meant an array of hank giving breath back. Croak 

switch to arboreal his stem men unfurling taking up the ash 
forthe parish hurling/crewset wor/cshovel up what falls among 
long stems ping bound heaves with a sound like rain far off 
loud chaff rises/ scrambling eyes and getting further in than air does 
raw nasal chambers clog old red bulb we can see you from 
this space this final front this ear to the ground turnout 

turn off don't give us away planning to slip off we must 

stay 

grounded ruffled cuffs a buffer of soft fabric between wrists. Kill 
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appetites sign ring tighten for destruction whet 

themselves and associated underlying urges hit mock 
turtles all the way down but can't keep chaff off dig it 
cut the hand that feeds itself/feed off it stand rust 
open mouthed, sucked blood oxidised body talk tick 
listen time listen time song gurgles in pinkish foam 
bubbles up raise a chant in a jar in your hot press. Heavy lid, 
tight dense crumb structure luck hick/ no miracled fishes yet. Croak 

we've always played by the cook but never won or broken even 
unleavened 

bunch of nois ehe keeps ours level, cocooned, landed in 

common 

place and (listen) time body dull enough to deaden sound, 

popping bubbles as 

they rise jarring. Point who's lurking in this we? What rides 
along inside it? 

Light stays knitted shiver and it iridesces our descent 

to cloud 

of pro- and anti-noun should miss the l/you/he/she thing, thing, 
thing,thing 

must trouble up its composition/explanation thinging, thinging 
so beautiful 

so softly ceded prised apart on the horizon waving a 

whiteflag. Kill 
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The doubletolker pokes his fork into a pudding 
the suet-globe starts up, whimpers, syrup- 
tears trickle from what could be a compound 
eye, if you scrunched up your simple ones. 

All his sweetness oozes out through tiny, copious 
tine-holes. The doubletalker jabs again - 
pudding gives in, collapsing in a sticky puddle. 

It's hard enough to talk once, needing both 
the marshalling & ordering of words, their 
release in fitting pace & tone. To double this 
is troubling - If I had my way I'd use 
each word only once then crumble it; 

my way would peel, core, sweeten, sprinkle 
it would verb the nouns and keep them single. 
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Stuck diamonds in between 
on Uranus it rains diamonds and 
one could be happy and blinded in 
such weather. Dead too, of course, 
but that would hardly matter. 

The in-between is where we live now, 
& no-one's thought to stick or rain 
a single gem here for us. In this life 
we make our own insert-name, but I'm 
running out of abstract nouns and all 
I want is sleep and something bright 
but concrete, like a girl's best friend 
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under a bridge. Irish gongs store 
splendidly pie-eyed those ones 
in their rags of smoke 
taking longer than a boat-length 
to sink & this pair hold 
on to what they've got: 
cans and drink lists of 
can'ts and don'ts. Just as 
well they've got no bodies; 
xylophonic joke skeletons 
vibrate the air around 
their bones with fury 
until it hums along with 
their scapular clanking 


23 



the middle of nowhere/ vanished kingdom 
the map on the ground good & stood 
on is some at least of the territory. Twilight 
terror makes space from the unrefoldable 
rectangles for itself in a bunched format 
that cannot be seen but herds children 
into its unsafe & seeping membranes 
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all rough air screaming: roughly dizzy 
if this ever ends in solace come find us 
once we've found a way to Chateau d'lf, 
a yew-tree with the moon caught red 
handless & O-faced. We're so ashamed 
of silence & of screaming, our speech 
a shattered field of both & effing birdsong. 
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Wagons roll across/spectacular dimensions 
Groaning as they shed the dust 
that rains from them we lap it up, 
bluey star-stone powder the sky 
mirroring their moves is shrugging 
onto us. Once, wagons cut through 
space, dicing open plain to grassy 
squares. The dust of dispossessing 
got all over them, unbeknownst. 
Underneath the known dimension lies 
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like a waterfall. It stretches 
one tiny liquid finger dripping light 
right underneath its own cascade back 
into the grotto cut off by its falling. 

That hum could be a breed of petrichor 
or a choral equivalent of the smell of damp 
worth the same and steeped in longing. 
Shame keeps us here, but not for long 
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This is the moment/ crews set 
out to trip each other down 
feathers for a pillow filled 
with sneezes. Softness plucked 
from sea-skimming breezes 
ruffles all boats. It's the 
economy, bright one, 
my key no longer fits the 
lock but I talk forwards. 
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